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atmosphere had been restored. No one thought any
longer of leaving, although the small clouds had now
banded together and the sun had vanished.

Penny's steed, of which at first she had been
much afraid, was by now her very good friend. It
was a small white horse, not very much bigger than
a pony. Penny had taken riding lessons during the
last month and had made up her mind to buy the
horse when the Pageant was over.

The first thing that she saw when she rode on to
the scene, close behind Mrs. Braund, was the man
whom she had met in Seatown that morning. As
the crowd surged forward he touched her horse's
flank, looked up at her, grinning, and said: * Hullo,
miss! I said I'd look out for you/ She smiled
back at him, for his eyes were friendly and he was
a fine rough figure; he was broader and stronger
than the men around him and seemed to be their
leader.

After that first entry, however, she had little
time to think of him, for now everything went wrong.
She was never able to give a very coherent account of
what occurred. It seemed to be all over very quickly.
When Mrs. Braund began to speak, confusion was
everywhere. The crowd surged hither and thither.
Nothing was in its right order. Everyone shouted at
once. Towards Arden Gate free fights were taking
place. The sky now was black, and the flashes of
lightning, the rolling of thunder, the first drops of
heavy rain added to the disturbance. Penny,
remembering Mrs. Braund's appeal, held closely to
her, but there was a quick rush of the crowd; poor
Mrs. Braund was tumbled off her horse, which
started off, plunging amongst the crowd, Penny